The Hidden Treasure
frontier," the Governor murmured, and asked us again to
specify by what police post we had entered. As far as the
past was concerned, our position, I could soon see, was
secure: the future appeared more problematical.
I told the Governor that I wished to examine the old
graveyards and cities of Tarhan across the Saidmarreh. If
a permit were needed I would write at once to Teheran,
where I was known by name, and whence I hoped for a reply
by return. " Write, by all means," said they politely, but
I saw that, whatever answer came, I was not going to get
across to Lakistan. The fact is that the country there was
so disordered at that time that the police themselves had no
dealings with the eastern bank: they could not send an escort
beyond the river, and without an escort, I soon saw, I was
not to travel any more. They meant, however, to keep
me in Husainabad till instructions came from Teheran, and
encouraged me to write and wait, taking care that my letters
were not posted, while I for my part took care that the
letters themselves should say exactly what I wished to have
known.
On this decently artificial basis I spent the next four days
in Husainabad.
The Ajuzan was kindness itself: he provided me with a
small house, newly built, and furnished with his table and
two chairs. The owner of the house was a Lur, called
Mirza Farhad, who had been vizier to the Vali, and now
worked for the Governor. He had good memories of the
British: his wife sent mattress, pillow and quilt, a lantern and
such small oddments as were indispensable to housekeeping,
and in the evening, when I was more or less installed, she
came to call with her daughter, a beautiful olive-skinned
creature with brilMant slanting eyes under an enormous
ceremonial turban scattered with jewels.
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